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FOR THOSE WHO FEEL POWERLESS, BUT FIGHT ANYWAYS 

you will move the world. 
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Above us I Ailish Beadle I @ailishbeadle I ailishbeadle.com 










DEAR READER... 


Dear reader, 



The world does not stop spinning. We are born (whether by a greater power or not) and 
immediately dropped into a world that is tilted on its axis. If we’re lucky, we don’t see it 
as crooked until we’re older - but not all kids can be so fortunate. 


Kids. Crying. On our TVs. We hush their cries, temporarily, with our remotes. 

In turbulent, confusing times, we plug ourselves into whatever distraction we can find, 
hoping to charge our batteries just enough to make it through another day of chaos. 
“There is no time to do anything,” we say. “The world does not stop spinning!” But 
there is only no time when time itself has run out. And I don’t know about you, but I use 
my iPhone as a watch. 

What’s ironic, I guess, is that they watch back. 

Now I watch. A flash. The lights cut quick. The power is out, yet the world still sits in its 
darkness - waiting for somebody, anybody, to do something. Anything. 

But there is no time to do anything - so who has the power? Is it a group of people, 
linked together by a supposedly “superior” characteristic: their race? their physical or 
mental ability? their age? their gender? 

Is it a company? a vast nation? or just a sole individual we have been told to call our 
“leader”? 



To the artists: you cannot be lost in darkness when the fire within you is held to paper 
Throw your paints at canvas until they scream to the void. Together, our voices are 
louder than the media; louder than the politicians; louder than our fears. 



I don’t know if I believe in fate, but I know I believe in you. And if art is power, I guess 
that makes us all some sort of superheroes. 


I hope we go on an adventure. 

Much love, 

Rebecca McLaren 



*AII work is the property of its original artist. Thoughts and opinions expressed in the 
works of this publication belong to each individual and independent author.* , 


★ 
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“THIS BODY OF WORK EXPLORE THE IDEAS OF THE HETEROSEXUAL 
MALE GAZE IN THESE PHOTOGRAPHS, THE FRUIT APPEAR 
SEXUALISED AND ALLURING REPRESENTING THE MALE IDEAL OF 
THE FEMALE BODY. FOR CENTURIES, MEN HAVE VIEWED WOMEN 
AS EROTIC OBJECTS IN HIGH ART AND POPULAR CULTURE THE 
MODEL'S CONTRAST THIS AS THEY LOOK STRAIGHT AT THE 
VIEWER, THEY ARE IN CONTROL THE WOMEN APPEAR CONFIDENT 
IN THEIR SEXUALITY WHILST WE ARE OBJECTIFYING THEM. THEY 
RECOGNISE HOW THEY ARE OBSERVED AS A VISION. THEY STEAL 
BACK THE POWER OF THE GAZE. ” 
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SOMETIMES I DRINK DIET COKE^SOME 
DRINK REGULAR.. ANOREXIA HAS LOST IT 
DEClSlON-MAklNG POWERS. 
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Diet Coke 

Sarah Fox 

@tinyvictorieszine 

etsy.com/uk/shop/tinyvictorieszine 
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POWER OF GROWTH 
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POWER OF STARTING OVER 

MARINNASHAREEF 

@MAHRINNART 
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Untitled Lise Pradhan | @lisepie | lisapradhan.com 











Bring it On 

Sofia Marinucci 
@sofiamxri 
sofiamarinucci. wordpress. com 
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HELL'S ANGELS 
SAWROOP SANDHU 
@SAWROOPSANDHU 
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women’s power. 

jeronimo batista rosa chaveiro (NomadeCollage) 

@NomadeCollage 
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“a letter left in your locker, 2003” 



Constance bougie | cpbwrites.wordpress.com 


“A short story about an aromantic and asexual narrator confessing feelings to another 
person through a letter. It mirrors a bit my own experiences being an aro ace young 
adult, and centers a lot around the idea that fears regarding coming out to friends 
and family can often take and hold power over how we see ourselves. The narrator, 
Arthur, tries to take back this power by confessing yet again to someone, hoping 
that this time things will go well.” 




-Constance bougie 


_when i first came out to my mother as asexual, she was putting on lipstick at 

a stoplight, once i’d poured out my heart to her and left it staining the interior of her 
toyota like grape soda—the fourth color of my pride flag—she told me, “you’ll 
change your mind when you’re older, don’t give up hope yet.” 

“actually,” i said—“i feel very hopeful now that i’ve discovered that there 
are others like me, and i’m not alone in not feeling sexually attracted to others.” 
(except it came out more like, “oh—okay, sure.”) we haven’t discussed my sexual 
orientation, or lack of one, since. 

my father was pretty decent about it, though, he knocked on my bedroom 
door, one day, and peeked his head inside my shitty sanctum, and he stared at my 
computer for a minute, and then he asked, “what do you do on that thing all night, 
anyway?” 

“well,” i said, “right now i’m surfing through internet forums, did you know 
that, in addition to hetero- or homo- or bisexual, people can be asexual? there’re all 
these people talking about their experiences on this website i just found, and i think 
i might be asexual, too!” 

he said, “oh—okay.” 

i watched as he went over the numbers, the numbers were zero: zero times 
that i had come home from class blushing with the pink of an all-encompassing 
crush on one of my peers, zero love songs spilled from my mouth, zero dates to the 
homecoming dance in October, it wasn’t a difficult number, or so i figured. 

my father said, “oh—okay, cool.” and he shook my hand, as if the moment 
were one worthy of the kind of congratulations you offer someone who’s gotten a 
decent job, or the kind of sombemess awkwardly penned down in sympathy cards, 
it was sweet, but i don’t know if he understood. 

you wanted me to write you a love letter, since we’ve been dating for a few 
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months now. i’m taking the opportunity to confess a few things that you might call 
the opposite of love, i guess it depends on how you look at it. 

i had a dream last year where we were walking around town holding 
hands, and i guess it really got me, that image, because i was thinking it over 
in my head for months, trying to figure out why it all had made me so happy 
even though it wasn’t real at the time, just the thought of being in a 
relationship with you had me fucked and i didn’t know why because i am not 
one for relationships, but ever since i felt your hand just the slightest bit in 
that dream i was sort of obsessed with the idea of it. and i thought i might be 
in love with you or something, although this had never happened to me before, 
and it didn’t really feel like romance in the movies, it felt like i was falling 
apart in a good way. it felt like i was dying and going through puberty again 
at the same time. 

do you remember when we first met? it was your second day of high 
school, you got lost trying to find your algebra class and asked me for 
directions, my social anxiety that year was so bad, though, that i just choked 
on the words—“take a left, and—and”—and then i ran away, and the keychains 
on my backpack jangled this horribly conspicuous loud sound, and i hated 
myself, but you looked really nice, that day; i think you were wearing a black 
turtleneck, i thought, i need to wear more turtlenecks, i love turtlenecks, 
nothing much has changed in two years, but i’m a little better at talking to 
people now, and i own a few more turtleneck sweaters, this is unimportant, at 
the same time i can’t stop myself from replaying it in my mind’s eye over and 
over again, it is so important, i feel like the thing i’m trying to express to you 
is so complicated and so much that i can’t begin to talk about it right and my 
writing is suffering because of it. this is not perfect but i am trying. 

when i came out to my friends as asexual, they laughed, i couldn’t 
figure out why it was so funny, because it’s mostly just given me trouble until 
now. and i guess it’s kind of why i never told you. i was lying when i said i 
was celibate, i just don’t have any interest in sex. my family’s not even 
religious, how do i explain this to you without making myself sound like the 
alien i kind of am? the best thing i can think to say is think of all the people 
you love most with whom you don’t want to get naked, it’s kind of how i feel 
about you. 

have you ever had a crush? what was it like? to what extent did you 
think, i would die for you? to what extent did you think, i would die just to talk 
to you? or is that melodramatic? i’m always questioning myself; i’m not sure if 
i’ve ever really had a crush, i just kind of have things, for people, (for you.) just 
as strong, but. different, “what’s the difference?” a friend asked me once, it was 




hard to explain, i’m asexual—i don’t experience sexual attraction to others—not 
a lot of it, anyway—but it’s more complicated than that, sometimes, i think, i 
wouldn’t mind going on a date (although the idea doesn’t particularly thrill me), 
sometimes, i dream about kissing people, although it never quite feels real, like 
i’m actually making contact, it feels like a theory of a thing, i saw a boy once, so 
pretty that i thought that maybe i couldn’t be asexual after all. when i heard him 
speak, i kind of wanted him to sit in my lap and put his hands in my hair. It 
was a scary thing for me to think, to want, because i had resigned myself to 
being a singular, solitary being for the rest of my life, if i wasn’t what i was, 
was i anything at all? and i felt like nothing, i think it’s just that words aren’t 
perfect; they aren’t complex enough to describe people, so we have to string 
them together and hope for the best, we don’t march in pride parades, or, we 
do, but no one sees us for what we are. we’re kind of invisible, asexuals. my 
internet friends like to joke about it; they say that it’s our superpower, but 
it’d be nice, i think, if, one day, i could just mention being ace, and not have 
to explain what that meant to whoever i was talking to. it’d be nice, to be in 
parades. 

i thought asexuality might be my anchor, actually, when i found that 
word floating around the internet, it was something solidly me, something i 
could use to define myself, and i loved the feel of the word every time i 
whispered it, although i found myself afraid to say it out loud to other people, 
i figured, when i found that word, that asexuality was my past, my present, 
and my future, and my life was suddenly that much more planned out for 
me—i wouldn’t get married; i wouldn’t waste time dating anyone or writing 
love poems; i would find some other passion, like architecture, or Victorian 
literature, and commit myself to it more fully than anyone else could, and 
marry myself to that love, and i would be perfect, i’m not perfect, i guess 
it’s just that people aren’t monoliths, like we like to make them out to be. 

i don’t want to make out with you in the backseat of your parents’ 
car during the halftime of a football game, or kiss you while slow dancing 
at prom, and i’m sorry, i guess, if anything, my favorite nights involve 
sitting next to you and just talking until morning, the kissing, if there was 
any, would be... quiet, that sounds platonic, and it is, a bit—the desire to 
be friends is there, i think, as it is in lots of relationships, it’s different than 
that, though, i’m not sure how to explain it except by saying that what i get 
for people is a kind of emotional attraction—this desire to kind of meld my 
mind to someone else’s—like sex, but with souls instead of bodies. Like 
romance, but with heads instead of hearts, like vulcans! (maybe.) does that 
make sense? i don’t know if there’s a word for that kind of love, i don’t 
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know if relationships like that are a thing, but it’d be cool, if they were, 
because i can feel the wanting for one so often swelling up in me, i 
sometimes can’t stand it; it’s so much. 

i think the closest thing to feelings like this, i read in a poem, in 
english class, we read part of tennyson’s “in memoriam a.h.h.”— it’s this 
horribly lengthy thing that’s really beautiful aside from being impossible to 
actually finish, when tennyson’s future brother-in-law died, he spent, like, 
seventeen years or something writing this poem sorting through his feelings 
for him. and he kind of bemoans the fact that there is no place in society for 
people mourning their close friends; there isn’t a good word for what he is 
after the dude dies, so tennyson calls himself a widow, in the textbook we 
had, it was called a romantic friendship, i’m not much for romance, myself— 
there’s not a word for that, either, although i think that it must be a popular 
feeling—i’m not much for romance, but i like that idea, of a romantic 
friendship, the way tennyson talks about his friend feels a lot like how i’ve 
felt about people, before, it’s almost kind of funny, how his poem is the one 
thing i can relate to, in that respect, and it was published in 1850. 

it’s just that, i like you so goddamned much, you know? i’ve written 
love songs about you that i never showed you, because they felt too cliched 
and fake, like i had absorbed every shitty pop song i ever heard and, Mm 

experiencing a lack of romantic or sexual attraction within myself, reached 'r 
out for the backstreet boys, it’s just that i’m living somewhere between my 
desires and my limits, the presence and absence of feeling, maybe i would die 
for you, someday, but i don’t know if i could take off your shirt. 

i like you so goddamned much, i like you so goddamned much, i like 
you so goddamned much, but i’m not sure if this is enough. 

you’re smart, you have the prettiest hair; i want to braid it for a day 
straight, the sweaters you wear are the shit, i like your taste in music, i like 
your handwriting, and i like how you look at the thrift shop, picking out a new 
used pair of boots, you’re so attractive it kind of kills me—i sit next to you and, 
if i don’t want to kiss you, i want to touch hands, press our knees together, and 
smile until my mouth is bleeding at the comers, in a good way. i don’t think i 
could bear to be friends with you, although i’d love to be, at the same time. I 
just like you. i just kind of love you, but in a different way from the one you 
might be used to. 

you’re going to come back from english and find this cmmpled, 
overextended letter in your locker, you’re going to start reading it as you’re 
walking to your next class, maybe, i don’t know what you’ll think of it. my 
hands are so shaky writing this i wonder if i have some kind of anxiety disorder, 


but it feels like the thing to do. so i am writing this, and folding it up, and putting 
your name on the front in my best handwriting, and i am praying with my whole 
atheist heart that you will read this and still like me, too. i am praying that you 
will write me back, but it’s up to you. 

these last couple months have been cool, so thank you. i think i’ve started 
to understand a little better that there is no core thing in the center of my chest 
that is myself, i am just constantly becoming, we are just constantly becoming, 
and we don’t know what. 



love, 

Arthur 




“This handmade collage was 
inspired by economic 
inequality. The woman in 
the kimono was part of a 
high-end designer 
clothing advertisement. 
I removed her face to 
emphasize the 
facelessness of the fashion 
world, and to put more 
focus on the gaudy 
clothing design. Near her 
waistline, there is a wall 
of police officers holding 
back a group of civilians. 
The background is of a 
poor village, with trash, 
and shanty housing lining 
the water’s edge. With 
this piece I hope to bring 
attention to the injustice 
that exists between those 
who have power, and 
those who do not.” 


Deeper Than A Secret 

Handmade Collage 

Collage The World 
@collagetheworld 
facebook.com/collagetheworld 
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Kali ma | Sawroop Sandhu | @sawroopsandhu 
My vision of Hindu goddess Kali ma, mother of the universe and destroyer of evil. She is power." 










"This photo was from my third degree black belt testing that happened over the 
weekend! I wanted to show the rawness of my own physical power driven by my 
passion for the sport of Taekwondo." 



go big or go home 

Margaret Manangan 
@margaretjoy_ 
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Mike Mala 

@realmikemxlx 

instagram.com/realmikemxlx 











Power of the eyes 

Ailish Beadle 

@ailishbeadle 

ailishbeadle.com 




Hi, My Name Is Power 


intense in tonality 
vocal about range 
a sound note emerged 

the power of voice shifted ley lines of a paradigm 
needing to be unearthed 

though the cooing was coersive 
it nurtured a craving for excellence 
both radiant, dark in fashion even 

was power regained 
or 

formerly misconceived ? 



Karoline Yesterdaye 
@iamyesterdaye 



joy. 

1 powell 
ncpwlk 









Protect 

Kayli Burton 
@_kayburton_ 

I personally believe that the NRA has too much power over our political system 
and therefore negates our democracy. When the money of donating 
businessmen and special interest groups rules our representatives, we lose all 
power over our government. 




facebook. 
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Great White 

Collage The World 
@collagetheworld 
com/collagetheworld 




33 






PHA 

Phot 
Modi 
Sty I i 
Digit 
BTS 




nickcaiazza.com 


,NT0M 

ographer: Nick Caiazza (@nickcaiazza) 
3l: Madijean [@madijeanreal] 
st: Devante Rollins (Oralloxrallo) 
al Tech: Kelvin Williams [@kelvinihp] 
Photographer: Ashley Bell [@ashbtv] 
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“Elderly women in some parts of the world 
are considered the most powerful people 
within their families. My grandmother is a 
powerful eastern European QUEEN. 

This was shot on 35mm. 









VISUAL INTERACTION 


"Visual Interaction is an ongoing project that tries to look for debates on current 
affairs. Each photograph visually asks a question to viewers, choosing the stencil 
font commonly used in graffiti messages. This series not only provokes the 
interaction between the creator and spectator, but among all the spectators 
that may view it together. This is how I conceive art, as a game of questions and 
answers, an exchange of opinions. The proposal is not limited to one point of 
view; it presents the topic and stands back, waiting for the opinions, answers 
and possible conclusions. It doesn't impose a solution; it just searches for 
different perspectives to cause interaction among people. In this set, art is 
understood as a straight, direct and useful tool that uses clear language to 
become a form of communication." 


Seigar. 


★ 






@jseigar ? 

seigar.wordpress.com 

flickr.com/photos/theblueheartbeat/albums/72157628165835815 

flickr.com/photos/theblueheartbeat/albums 


Visual Interaction 

SEIGAR. 
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Visual Interaction 
(cont.) 

SEIGAR. 

@jseigar 
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LEFT: The Knock, RIGHT: The Open. 

Morena 

@morenaespiritual 

morenaespiritual.net/visuals 
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MEGHAN LEVAUGHN 

IINSTAGRAM.COM/MEGHANSDREAMDESIGNS/ 

MEGHANSDREAMDESIGNS.DEVIANTART.COM/ 
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JESTER: “I'M GOING TO 
CAST- A GIANT LOLLIPOP!” 

“JESTER IS THE TIEFLING 
CLERIC IS FROM THE SECOND 
CAMPAIGN OF GEEK AND 
SUNDRY'S CRITICAL ROLE, 
PLAYED BY LAURA BAILEY. THE 
REASON WHY 'GIANT 
LOLLIPOP'? BECAUSE ITS' A 
SPIRITUAL OR SPECTRAL 
WEAPON” 

(LEHQ M 



TOPH THE EARTH BENDER 

“I REALLY ADORE TOPH FROM 
AVATAR: THE LAST AIRBENDER 
BECAUSE SHE'S VERY COOL 
AND SHE HAS A GREAT GIFT 
FROM HER BLINDNESS” 
(RIGHT) 
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CASSIE'S RAY OF FROST SPELL 

CASSIE IS THE HUMAN SORCERER-DRUID, 
THE FIRST CHARACTER I MADE FROM MY 
FIRST CAMPAIGN ON DUNGEONS AND 

DRAGONS” 





MEGHAN LEVAUGHN 
IINSTAGRAM.COM/MEGHANSDREAMDESIGNS/ 
MEGHANSDREAMDESIGNS.DEVIANTART.COM/ 
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LEFT: Goddess \ RIGHT: Divine Excellence (Mami Wata) | Patricia Leal \ @nOprobably 













Day Dreamer 

★ 
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Growing Pains 

Samantha Charette | s_charette 
https://samanthacharetteblog.wordpress.com 


★ 
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WHILE DAI I LinV STIFLING 
SELF-DOUBT, CRIPPLING COMPARISONS AND 
ENDLESS ENVY. OUR ASPIRING ARTIST FINDS 
HIMSELF TRAPPED UNDER TONS OF FALLEN 
STEEL, THREATENING TO END HIS ARTISTIC 
CAREER FOREVER... 


TH£AMAZiNG iNSTA-FL UENCER! 
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CXOICATCD TO THC SPIOQWUM ARTIST THAT SUMO IT AUf RIP, mvt DITKO' \ 


The Amazing INSTA-FLUENCER | Matt Johnson | @MattDetroit1 | behance.net/MATTJOHNSOb88e 
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AUTUMN WINTER 2017 


SOPHISTICATED FETISHWEAR__ 




"TENEBROUS is a womenswear collection based on key elements of fetish wear 
reworked into evenings wear. As a designer, I like to play with the idea of 
revealing and concealing the body using a variation of techniques and 
accessories, showing how much POWER clothes can hold over the body, being 
dominated by heavy wear such as chains and leather. I like to work with a basic 
dark colour palette using shapes and textures to keep my collections interesting. 
All research and designs are personal and reflect me as a person and a designer. 
'Creativity comes from the heart and soul after thought out inspiration. Its a way 

of running away and escaping without having to leave." 1 
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LEFT: LOOK BOOK COVER PAGE. (TENEBROUS A/W) 
RIGHT: PHOTO SHOOT IMAGE. (TENEBROUS A/W) 

NADINE ANNE KEEBLE BA FASHION DESIGN 
PHOTOGRAPHER: TY MCILVANEY BA 
@NAK_FASHIONART 













LINE UP, DESIGNS (TENEBROUS A/W) 

NADINE ANNE KEEBLE BA FASHION DESIGN 
@NAK_FASHIONART 
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the crying minotaur 

vance powell 
@vncpwlk 





Dinner Date 

I sharpen the scythe in my mouth 

with the whetstone I found in the silence last night. 

Bring it to dinner 

to pull against your butter knife. 

Wait until you notice it inching across the table 
dipping into your food 
pressing against your chest 

Your mouth gapes into a perfect O 
pushed open by the barrel I cannot see 
of the gun you will always pull on me. 

Stand up 

Walk atop the table 
over the plates 

crouch, open-kneed, over my shining, wet scythe 
reddened at the tip. 

Press your round lips against my cheek 
Breathe 

Let me feel cold metal 
that has never left your throat 


Nara Monteiro 
@_narsbar 
iconoclastuwo. com 




APPA 

"APPA" IS ABOUT THE POWER IN SEXUALITY/ELIMINATING TOXIC 
MASCULINITY, AND "KISS" IS ABOUT THE POWER OF SHOWING PLATONIC 
AFFECTION TOWARDS FAMILY WITHOUT SEXUALIZATION. 
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KISS 

JULIA MATHEW 
@JULIAMATHEW_ 
JULIAMATHEW.FORMAT.COM 


* 
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what can't get outside 

Velocitas Lucidus 

@velocitas_lucidus 

velocitaslucidus.wixsite.com/mysite 
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an online zine 




CHECK OUT OUR PAST ISSUES! 
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FOLLOW US ON INSTAGRAM 

@POLEMICALZINE 
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ISSUE 04: POWER 

CURATED BY REBECCA MCLAREN, JULY 2018 




